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bedside; appointed him commander of the troops which he him-
self had led thus far, and made him swear that he would not
return till he had thrice drawn his sword against the Infidel.
Then he took the holy viaticum from the hands of his marching
chaplain; and ordering as many masses for his soul, as might
have brought himself and all his followers triumphantly into the
New Jerusalem, he breathed his last. Count Ernst had the corpse
of his lord embalmed: he enclosed it in a silver coffin, and sent
it to the widowed lady, who wore mourning for her husband like
a Eoman Empress, for she never laid her weeds aside while she
continued in this world.

Count Ernst of Grleichen forwarded the pilgrimage as much
as possible, and arrived in safety with his people in the camp at
Ptolemais. Here, it was rather a theatrical emblem of war than
a serious campaign that met his view. For as on our stages, when
they represent a camp or field of battle, there are merely a few
tents erected in the foreground, and a little handful of players
scuffling together; but in the distance many painted tents and
squadrons to assist the illusion, and cheat the eye, the whole
being merely intended for an artificial deception of the senses;
so also was the crusading army a mixture of fiction and reality.
Of the numerous heroic hosts that left their native country, it
was always the smallest part that reached the boundaries of the
land they had gone forth to conquer. But few were devoured by
the swords of the Saracens. These Infidels had powerful allies,
whom they sent beyond their frontiers, and who made brisk work
among their enemies, though getting neither wages nor thanks
for their good service. These allies were, Hunger and Naked-
ness, Perils by land and water and among bad brethren, Frost
and Heat, Pestilence and malignant Boils; and the grinding
Home-sickness also fell at times like a heavy Incubus upon the
steel harness, and crushed it together like soft pasteboard, and
spurred the steed to a quick return. Under these circumstances,
Count Ernst had little hope of speedily fulfilling his oath, and
thrice dyeing his knightly sword in unbelieving blood, as must be
done before he thought of returning. For three days' journey
round the camp, no Arab archer was to be seen; the weakness
of the Christian host lay concealed behind its bulwarks and en-
trenchments ; they did not venture out to seek the distant enemy,
but waited for the slow Lelp of his slumbering Holiness, who, since
the wakeful night that gave rise to this Crusade, had enjoyed un-